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are univerſally efteemed, wherever the German 


tivated as a branch of education. Simplicity is the 
characteriſtic of his compoſitions; and of all lite» 
rary beauties, ſimplicity muſt be the moſt gene- 


rally attractive. It is no uncommon merit ts 
excel in a fiyle which all underfiand, many - 7 
admire, and but few can attain, To this merit 
Mr. Burgher has an undoubted claims a-elalinr | 


our countrymen. would be the fit to allow; 
could they enjoy his expreſſions in their origi- 
nal purity, or, his ideas in a faithful tranſlation, 


— 


Tat Works of Mr. Burgher, the Author of 
this and many other Poems of the ballad kind, 


language prevails as a national idiom, or is cul- 


No writer perhaps has ever obtained a- more ö 


decided popularity. To this his ſubjects and his 
language equally contribute ; for the. former he 
has moſtly choſen. local traditions, or legendary 
| anecdotes; and in the latter he is generally 
elegant, often ſublime, and never unintelligible, 


Such qualifications inſure him the ſuffrage of 
every claſs of readers. The ſcholar and the mo- 
raliſt cannot refuſe praiſe where they have found 
entertainment, without diſguſt to their taſte; or 
danger to their principles; aud the mechanic I 
peruſes with delight, ſentiments. ſuited to his : 
| feelings, imagery familiar to his mind, ans pre- f 
cepts adapted to his practice. | 
One of the, moſt powerful canſes of Mt. Bur- mn: 


Ws gher' s. literary Popularity is the. deep tinge of 
255 ſuperſtition that ſhades almoſt all his compoſi - 


_ tions. Supernatural 'incidents are the darling | 
ſubjects of his countrymen. Their minds vigo- 
- rouſly conceive, and their language nobly ex- 


7 preſſes, the terrible and majeftic;” and it muſt 
be allowed, that in this ſpecies of writing they 
Would force from our nation the palm of ex- 


| TVC 
eellence, were it not ſecured by the impregnable 
towers of Otranto. Of all their productions of - 
this kind, Leonora is perhaps the moſt perfect, 
The ſtory in a narrow-compaſs unites tragic 


event; poetical ſurpriſe, and pic regularity, 


The admonitions of the Mother are juſt, al- 


though ill-timed. The deſpair of the daughter 
at once natural, and criminal; her puniſhment 
dreadful, but equitable. Few objections oan be 
made to a ſubject, new, imple and_ftriking; 
and none to a moral, which cannot be too 


frequently or too awfully enforced. 
-The Tranſlator muſt apologiſe to thoſe who 


are doeti ſermones utriu/que linguae , for ſome 


deviations from the original text. Mr. Burgher 


has repeatedly uſed words merely for ſound, 
as trap, trap, trap, for the trotting of a horſe; 
and cling, cling, cling, for the ringing of a 
door-bell. Theſe echos to the ſenſe £ which are 
ſtrietly vox ef praeterea nihil, cuſtom may re- 
concile to a German Taſte; but, literally adopt- 
ed in an Engliſh verfion, they would appear 


have been obſcored, no eſſential meaning has 


lad has been publiſhed by Mr. Pye, Had the 


| of the Laureat, be would not probably have 
. riſked a conteſt wich ſuch a diſtinguiſhed com- 
. petitor; but as he had long entered the field 

before Mr, Pye appeared as his adverſary, he 
win not now ſhrink from a combat where doubt- 


FEES Oy dextra cadit. 


more ridiculous than deſcriptive. In RG it 
is hoped, that, although many beauties may 


been omitted or adulterated. 
Between ihe completion of this Poem and its 
een an elegant yerfion of the ſame bal - 


Author of this tranſlation forefeen the intentions 


ful vietory muſi inſure applauſe,, and even com- 
plete failure allow the en of  Aeneae 
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Tranſlated by W. R. SPENCER, 2 ͥ 


Fa 0M Agens of diſaftrous 1% „ 
Leonora ſtarts at dawn of day; — 
% How long, my Wilhelm, will n rove? 8 
Does death or fatſehood/canfo thy: fly!“ -- 


Since he with godlike'Biederices:pow'rs- 7 


At Prague had forenioft-dar'd the'foe, _ . 


No tidings cheet'd' her lodely. boatsy> © 72 
No rumour told F — 


Empreſs; And King V alike taulgued; 
Now bade the ſtorm of battle ceaſe: 
Their arms relenting-friend[bip teagued, 


And heal'd the bleeding world with Peace. 


They fing, they ſhout, their cymbals clang, 


Their green wreaths wave, they come, . | 
| Fach war-worn Hero comes to hang 
; Fd — his long . TES) 12 
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| 12 LEONORA, TRANSLATED 


Their country's general bleſſing ſhowers ; 
Love twines for every laurel'd head | 
His garland of domeſtic flowers. 
How welcome huſbands, ſons, return'd! 
L What tears, what kiſſes greet the brave! 
ft Alone poor Leonora mourn'd, 
| Nor tear, nor kiſs, nor welcome gave. 


The fond inquirer trembling flew ; 
But none by perſon or by fame, 
Aught of her gallant Wilhelm knew. 
When all the joyous bands were gone, 
Aghaft ſhe tore her raven hair; 
On the cold earth he caft her down, 

> Conyuls'd with frenzy and deſpair. 


In hafte ch afrighted mother flew, 
And round her claſp'd her aged arms: 


+» Oh, calm her conſtant heart's alarms!” 
« Oh, mother! paſt is paſt; tis o'er; | 
Nor joy, nor world, nor hope I ſee; 


20 & Alas, 2 woe is me!“ 


— ' ̃ —v wy. 
While from each baſtion, tower, and ſhed 


| | From rank 40 rank, from name to name | 4 


Ob, God! her griefs with mercy view! 


God my anguiſh” hears no more, 


hdd Wai © =*® a ca it 


_ 4 kd 


F BY SPENCER, 
| 1 
« Oh, hear, great God! with pity hes! 
My child, thy prayer to Heaven addreſs ; 
God does all well; tis ours to bear; 
God gives, but God relieves diſtreſs.“ 
« All truſt in Heaven is weak and frail; 
God ill, not well, by me has done; 
I pray'd, while prayers could yet avail; 
Now prayers are vain, for Wilhelm's gone.” 


« Oh, ever in affliction's hour 
The Father hears his children's cry; 
His bleſſed ſacraments ſhall pour 
True comfort o'er thy miſery.” 
«Oh, mother, pangs like mine that bins; 
What ſacrament can eber allay? 
What ſacrament can bid retuinn 
Life's 28 to the * N — 8 4 


But if, my child, in diſtant lands, 
Unmindful of his plighted yows, u BL 
Thy falſe one courts another's bands, ö 
reſb kiſſes, and a newer ſpouſem 
Why let tbe perjur'd rover go; © * 2 
No bleſſings ſhall his new love bring, : 
And when death lays. his body low, — 
Thy wrongs his guilty ſoul ſball tage gn 


LEONORA, TRAnsLATED 


« My Pangs no eure nor comfort rave: 
Joy, hope, and life, alike I ſcornn 
My hope is death; my joy the grave, | | 

Curs'd be the day that ſaw. me born! 
Sink ,- fink, deteſted vital flame, 

Sink in the. ftarleſs night of deaths. ©: 
Not God's „ but 'Wilhelm's,, darling name 
Shall laulor: from my parting breath 25 ; 


508 Judge not, great God {| this erring child! 
No guilt her boſom dwells within; 
Her thoughts are craz'd, her words ate wild; 
Arm not for her the death of fin! 
Ob, child! forget thy mortal love, 
Think of God's bliſs. and;.mercies. ſweet; 
So ſhall thy 'ſoul, in realms above, 
A bright'eternal-Bridegroom. meet.” 


mY 


„Oh, mother!-what is God's ſweet bliſs ?. 
Oh, mother, mother! what is: hell? 
With Wilhelm there is only bliſs, 

And without Wilhelm only bell! 
O'er this torn heart, o'er, theſe. ſad, eyes, 8 
Let the fill grave's long midnight reigin; 
leſs 4 love that bliſs. ſopplies, bos 
1 "*atth , Hot: heaven can i contain, 
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Thus did the demons of delpalr "Gy 
er wildered ſenſe to madneſs ftirain, 7 "ſl 
hus did her impious elamours __ | | 
Eternal Wiſdom to arraign: Yo 
She beat her breaſt, her hands ſhe wrung 1 1 
ill weſtward ſunk the car of light, 
And countleſs Rars in air were hung 
To gem the matron weeds of night. 


-”" 
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Hark! with high tread, and prancings ptoud, 
A war-horſe ſhakes the rattling gate 
Clattering his clanking armour loud, _ © | 
Alights a horſeman at the grate : r 
And, hark! the door-bell gently rings 
What ſounds: are thoſe, we faintly hear? 
The night-breeze in low murmur;: 8 Oo 775 
Theſe. words to Leonora's ear K 


Holla holla! my life, my lovel 
Does Leonora watch or ſleep? ?: - 
Still does her heart my vows n 
Does Leonora ſmile: or weep ?: 
„Oh Wilhelm; thou! theſe eyes for thes z £0 
Fever'd with tearful vigils burn; „ 2,1 

Aye fear, and woe, have dwelt with me, _ 
Oh! why [6 late thy wiſh'd return? T 3 


16 LEONORA, TRrAnsLATED 
„At dead of night alone we ride, 
From Prague's far diſtant field I come; 
»Twas late ere I could 'gin befiride 
This coal-black barb, to bear thee home.” 
"Oh, reft thee firſt, my Wilhelm, here! 
Bleak roars the blaſt through vale and grove; 
Oh come, thy war-worn limbs to cheer 
On the ſoft couch of joy and love!” 


Let the bleak blaſt, my child, roar on, 
Let it roar on; we dare not Ray: 7 1 
My fierce Reed maddens to be gone, | 
My ſpurs are ſet; away, away! 
Mount by the true love's guardian bdes 
We ſhould ere this full far have ſped; ' 
Five hundred deftined miles we ride 
This night, to reach our nuptial bed.” 


« Our. nuptial bed, this night ſo dark, 
80 late, five hundred miles to roam? | 
Y Te ſounds the bell, which firuck , to mark 
That in one hour would midnight come.” 
« See there, ſee here, the moon ſhines ear, 
We and the dead ride faſt away. 
I gage, though long our way, and drear, 
We reach our nuptial bed to-day.” - 


5 5 
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« Say, where the bed and bridal hall? 
What gueſts our bliſsful union greet ?” - 
« Low lies the bed, Rill, cold, and ſmall; 
Six dark boards, and one milk white ſheet.“ 
« Haft room for me?” © Room, room enow: 
Come, mount; ſtrange hands our ſeaſt prepare; 
To grace the ſolemn rite, een now 
No common bridesmen wait us there.“ 


Looſe was her zone, her breaſt unveil'd , 
All wild her ſhadowy treſſes hupgz 
O'er fear confiding- love prevail'd, 

As lightly on the barb ſhe ſprung. - 

Like wind the bounding courſer flies, 

Earth ſhakes his thundering hoofs beneath; 
Duſt, ſtones, and ſparks, in whirlwind riſe, ' 
And borſe and horſeman pant for breath. - - 


How [wift, how ſift from leſt and right 
The racing fields and hills recede! | 
Bourns, bridges, rocks, that croſs theic flight ,/ 
In thunders echo to their ſpeed, 


Fe ar'ſt thou, my love 7 the moon ſhines clear 7 ; = 


Hurrah! bow - ſwiftly ſpeed. the dead! ; 

The dead does Leonora fear?” ?: | 

„Ah, no; but talk not of the dead“ 
N 


——— —— — 
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What accents [low, of wail and woe, 
Have made yon ſhrieking raven ſoar? 
The death-bell beats! the dirge repeats, 
«This duft to parent duſt reſtore.“ 
Blackening the night, a funeral train 


On a cold bier a coffin brings; 


Their ſlow pace meaſur'd to a ſtrain 


Sad as the ſaddeft night-bird ſings, 


« This duſt to duſt reſtore, what time 
The midnight dews o'er graves are ſhed; 
Meanwhile of brides the flower and prime 
I carry to our nuptial- bed. | 
Sexton, thy ſable minſtrels bring! 

Come, prieft, the eternal bonds to bleſs! 


All in deep groans our ſponſals fing , 


Ere we the genial pillow preſs,” 


The bier, the coffin, diſappear'd, 
The dirge in diſtant echoes died, 83-3 
Quick ſounds of viewleſs ſteps are heard 


_ Hurrying the coal-black barb beſide; 


Like wind the bounding. courſer flies, 
Earth ſhakes Kis thundering hoofs beneath; 
Duſt, Rtones,*and fparks in whirlwind" rife; 


And horſe and borſeman pant for breath, - - 


— 


vr SPENCER. 19 
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Mountains and trees, on left and right, 

Swam backward from their aching view: 

With ſpeed, that mock'd the labouring Bight 

Towns ,- villages, and caſtles few. 

«Fear'ſt thou, my love ? the moon ſhines olear; 

Hurrah! how ſwiftly ſpeed the dead! 

The dead does Leonora fear?“ 

« Oh leave, oh leave in peace the deadly” 


See, ds freſh blood-gouts mat che geen, | 


Von wheel its. reeking points advance: 
There, by the moon's wan light' half ſeen, 
Grim ghoſts of tombleſs murderers. danee, 
Come, ſpectres. of the guilty dead, 


With us your goblin. morris plyß > 
Come all in feſtive dance to tread, 
Ere on the bridal couch we lie. 

* 


Forward th' obedient phantoms paſts, 
Their trackleſs ſootſteps ruſtle near, 
In ſound like autumn winds that ruſh 


Through withering oak or beech · wood ſore. . - 


With lightning's force the courſer flies, 
Earth ſhakes his thund'ring hoofs beneath ; 


Duſt, tones, and ſparks, in whirlwind riſe, 8 


And horſe and horſeman pant for breath. 
B 2 


$7 5 LEONORA, raAxvsr Aren 

Swift roll the moonlight ſcenes away, 

Hills chafing hills ſuccellive fly; 

E'en ftars that pave th' eternal way, 

Seem ſhooting to a backward ſky. . 

_<Fear'ft thou, my love? the moon ſhines clear; 
Hurrah! how [wiftly ſpeed the dead! 

The dead does Leonora fear?“ 

« Oh God! oh leave, oh leave the dead 


. «« Barb! barb! methinks the cock's ſhrill horn 
Warns that our ſand is nearly run: 

Barb! barb! I ſcent the gales of morn, 

' Haſte, that our courſe be timely done. 

Our courſe is done! our ſand is run! 

The nuptial bed the bride attends; 

This night the dead have ſwiftly ſped; 
Here, here, our midnight travel ends!” 


Fall at a portal's maſly grate 
The plunging ſteed impetuous daſh'd : 
At the dread ſhock, wall, bars, and gate, 
Hurl'd down with headlong ruin craſh'd. 


© Thin, ſheeted phantoms gibbering glide 


- Oer paths, with bones and freſh ſkulls firewn, 
| Charnels and tombs on every fide | 
| Gleam Nn to the blood · red moon. 


/ 
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Lo, while the aight's dread glooms increaſe, ' 
All chang'd the wond'rous horſeman Rood, 

His crumbling fleſh fell piece by piece, 

Like aſhes from conſuming wood. 

Shrunk to a ſkull his pale head glares, 
igh ridg'd his eyeleſs ſockets Rand, 

All bone his length'ning form appears; 

\ dart gleams deadly from his band, 


The fiend horſe ſnorts ; blue ery flakes 

ollected roll his noftrils round ; 

igh rear'd, his briftling mane he ſhakes, 

And finks beneath the rending ground. 
Demons the thundering clouds beftride, 

hoſts yell tho yawning tombs beneath ; 
Leonora's heart, its life-blood dried, 

angs quiy'ring on the dart of death, 


Throng'd in the moon's eclipfing ſhade, 
Df fiends and ſhapes a ſpectre crowd 

Dance featly round th' expiring maid, 
And howl this awful leſſon loud: 
Learn patience , though thy heart ſhould break, 
or ſeek God's mandates to controul! 

ow this cold earth thy duſt ſhall take, 
And Heay'n relenting take thy foul!” 
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Tranſlated by HENRY JAMES- rk. 
8 
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: & b 


Sx. * 


Lxon wakes from dreams. of dread 
At the roſy dawn of day: 15 
« Art thou falſe, or art thou Wed N 
Wirtin wherefore this delay?“ 
Join'd with Faxgaick's hoſt he ſought. 
On Praca's bloody field, the fos; 
Since no tidings had been brought 
Of his eel, or of his woe. 


- 


- Tir'd of. war, the 3 foes 
Bid the florm of battle ceaſe, 
And in mutual compact cloſe 
Terms of amity, and peace; 
Either hoft with jocund ſtrain, * 
Drum, and eymbals chearing ſound, - 


Seek their peaceful homes Aen. 


Young and old, on every „ fide 
Crowd the way, their friends to meet, 
Many a mother, many a bride, | 
Sons, and huſbands, fondly greet. 
Pale and cheerleſs mid the reft 
Ah! the ſad Eenonxs lee! 
None to claſp thee to his breaſt, 
Not a glowing kiſs for thee. 25 


Now amid the warlike train 
Running ſwift, with tearful eye, 
All ſhe aſks, but all in vain. 86451 8 
See the lingering rear paſs . 
Now ſhe rends with frantic han . 
'Treſles of her raven % ˙ wilt 
Falling breathleſs on the ſand,” 
Agonizing in deſpair. 5 


£ 
* 


Lo! with grief het other e on; 


„ Pitying Heaven look down with grace.— ; 3 
O my child! my deareſt child. 
And claſps her in à fond embrace. nr I 


„Ah my mother, all is oer; d 
Deſert now the world will bo. 24 

Heaven no mercy has in florec- 
Ah my loſt, my flaughter'd love!“ 


24 LENORE, TRANSLATED 
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„Aid her Heaven! her grief appeaſe.— . 1 
Breathe my child a fervent prayer, 

Ever juſt are Heaven's decrees, \ 
Heaven is ever prompt to ſpare.” 

Prayers alas! are uſeleſs all, F 


Heaven to me no mercy ſhews, 
Vainly I for aid ſhould call, 
Unregarded are my woes.” 


« Aid Long! O aid! His parent ſight wy J 


Watchful guards each duteous child; 
Soon [hall his high-honour'd rite 0 
Sooth to peace thy forrows wild.“ — W | 
Ah! the pangs my heart that rive r 


Holy rites would ſooth in vain; 
Can they bid the dead revive ?— - 
Bid my WIr IIA breathe again?“ 


© Hear my child! in foreign lands 
Far away his troth he plights, 

-Binds his faith by newer bands, 
Thee for newer loves he flights, — 

Unregarded let him rove, _- "5-95 
Short his viſions of delight, 

Perjuries of treacherous love 

Heaven with vengeance will requite.” 


| | _ By PYE. 
— rre——I 
« Mother, time returns no more; 

I am wretched, loſt, ſorlorn; 
Every hope but deaih is o'er, 

Woe the hour that I was born! 
Wrap me deep in night, and ſhade, 

Far the light of life remove, 
Heaven's mercy is no more diſplay'd, 

O my Love, my murder'd love!“ 


« Gor of Mercy! Hear! O hear! 5 
Frantic ſorrow. makes her wild; MY 1 

Judge not in thy wrath ſevere, e oy 3 « 
Spare, O ſpare thy tortur'd child. | | 

O my child, forget thy woe, 

Lift to heaven thy ſortowing eye | 

Endleſs bleſſings there to know , 15 * 

Bridal joys that never die.“ 


« Mother , what is endleſs bliſs? ? 
Endleſs pain, what, Mother?—Tell, 

All my Heaven was WILLIAu's kils, 
W1LLIiAn's lols is all my bell. 

Far the light of life remove, at 77 

Night and horrour ſhroud- my head. 

Can I live to mourn my love? 

Can 1 joy when WII LIAN dead?” | 


C 


26 _. © LENORE, TransLatey | 
Thus the frenzy of deſpair fel 
Thro' her ſwelling veins was driven, 
Thus her madd'ning accents dare ? 
War againſt the will of heaven; 
Frantic thro' the livelong day 
Her breaſt ſhe beat, her hands ſhe wrung $4 7 
Till Sox withdrew his golden ray, 964 
And heaven S High arch with . was hung. 


Thro' the illneſs of the At i 

Hark !—a horſe—he this way bends,— 14 
Now ſhe hears the rider light, 

Now his foot the Rep aſcends. 
Hark !—the tinkling gate bell rung 

Now her liftening ſenfes hear. — . 
Accents from a well-known. tongue 
Thro' the portal reach her ear. 


„ «Riſe, my . bar remove— 
Doſt thou wake or doſt thou [leep? 
Think'ſt thou of thy abſent love?) — 
Dot thou laugh or doſt thou weep?“— 
WILLIAM! Thou? From ſorrow's power 
I have learn'd to weep, and wake. 
Whente in midnight's gloomy hour, 55 
Whence his n does e take ” 


: 


bk. i. 
* 


The courſer paws, the ſpur he finds, 


| BY PYE. = 27 
Guuu_u—r____________—_——— 
« We can only ride by night.— W 

From Bohemia's plains I come, 
Late, ah late I come, but dight 
To bear thee to my diſtant home.” — - 
*VxkL2aunt WILLIAM! hither baſte.— 
Thro' the hawthorn blows the wind, 
In my glowing arms embraced 0 
c Reſt, and warmth my love ſhall ba. N 


„Thro' the hawthorn let the winds 
Keenly blow with breath ſevere, 


Ah! I muſt not linger here. 
Lightly on the ſable fleed 420 
Come, my love,—behind me ſpring, 
Many a mile o'erpalt with fpeed, 
To our bride-bed Thall thee bring.“ 


„Many a mile o'er diſtant ground . 
Ere our nuptial couch we reach ?— - 
The iron bells of midnight ſound, 
Soon the midnight fiends will ſcreech.” — 


„See how clear the moon's full ray, 


Soon the dead's ſwift courſe is ſped, 
Long, O long ere dawn of day 

We ſhall reach the bridal bed.” A 

- C2- | 2 


. 
23 LENORE, TzansLarey— 
C—————————— ——— 8 ; | | | 


« Who ſhall tend thy nuptial bower ? 


Who thy nuptial couch ſhall ſpread?” 
«« Silent, cold, and ſmall, our bower, 
Form'd of planks. our nuptial bed. 


Fett for me, for thee there's ſpace— 


* Lightly on the courſer bound, 
Deck'd is now our bridal place, 
Gueſts expecting wait around.” 


Won by fond affection's charm 
On the horſe ſhe lightly ſprung, 
Round her love, her lily arm 
Cloſe the love-fick virgin flung. 
On they preſs their rapid flight 
Swifter than the whirlwind's force, 
Struck from flints a ſparkling light 
_ Wacky the Reed's, Ae courſe. 


On the left, and on the right, 
Heaths, and meads, and fallow'd groundn ; 
Seem receding from their fight; 
Hew each bridge they paſs reſounds ! 
Fears my Love ?7--The moon ſhines clear, 
Swift the courſe of death is ſped. 
Does my Love the dead now fear ?”— 
„No, ah! no!—Why name the dead o 


nx P  - 
Hark! The ſolemn dirge, and knell! | | 
Croaking round the raven flies, — 
Hear the death ſong !—hear the bell 
- See a grave freſh opened lies. 
See the [ad funereal rite, | 
See the coffin and the bier, 
Hear the ſhriek of wild affright, _ 
Groans of lamentation hear! 


'«« While ſounds the dirge, while death-bells ring, 
The corpſe interr'd at midnight ſee.— | 
Home my blooming bride I bring, 
You our bridal gueſts muſt be.— 
Sexton come, come with thy choir, 
Songs of love before us ing; 
O'er the couch of fond defire 
Prieſt thy nuptial bleſſings fling.” 


Down the ſable bier was laid, b 
Huſh'd the knell - and huſh'd the ow.” 
All his voice at once obey'd, 
All their flight behind him urge. 
On the ſteed ſtill ſpeeds his flight, 
Swifter than the whirlwind's force; 
Struck fromAlints the flaſhing light 
Diſtant marks. his rapid courſe, e 
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To the left, and to the right, 
As they pals with lightning ſpeed, 


Mountains vaniſh from their fight, 


Streams, and woods, and towns recede. 


„Fears my love? -The moon ſhines clear, — 


Swift the courſe of death is ſped, — 


Does my Love the dead now fear?” — 


«Leave, ab leave at peace the dead.” 


Wheels, and racks, and gibbets, ſee . 


By the pale moon's trembling glance; 


Crowding ſprites, with horrid glee, 


Round the ſeats of terrour dance : 


Come, ye goblins! hither come, 


Hither let your footſteps tread, 


Follow to our diſtant home, 


Dance around our bridal bed.“ 


Soon they hear, and follow fat, 


- Loudly murmuring as they move, 


- Like the Chrill autumnal blaſt 
Whiftling thro' the wither'd * 
Far the ſteed now ſpeeds bis flight, 


Swiſter than the whirlwind's force, 


Struck from flints the flaſhing light 


_ Diltant marks his rapid courſe. 
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Far, ſhewn by the moon's pale light, | 
Far the diſtant landſeape flies. 
Far, receding from their ſight, 
Fly the clouds, the ſtars, the ſkies, 
„Fears my Love?—The moon ſhines clear.— 
Swift the courſe of death is Iped. 
Does my Love the dead now fear?“ — 
« Leave! O leave at reſt, the dead.” 


„Crows the cock dark courſer hear, 
Soon the ſand will now be run. 
Now I ſcent the morning air *, 
Sable Reed thy toil is done ;— 
Now our labour is compleat; | 
Swiſt's the pallage of the dead; 
We have reach'd our deſtin'd ſeat, 
Open now the nuptial bed,” 


2 This; and the other imitation of Shakeſpear in 2 


ſtanza the fifteenth , are neuer nn _ the 
original. N | 


% 
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Gainſt an iron-grated door a 

Fierce with looſen'd rein he drives; 
The ponderous bars refit no more, 
Even a touch their hinges rives. 
Over tombs with clattering ſound 
Now they urge their deſtin'd way; 
Scatter'd grave - ſtones gleam around 

In the wan moon's glimmering ray. 


Turn, O inſtant turn the eye, 
See a ghaſtly wonder ſhewn! — 

The horſeman's fleſh, like tinder dry, 
Drops piecemeal from-each naked bone. 


From the ſkull now falls the hair, 


Drear the death-like phantom tands, 
A ſkeleton ex pos d and bare, 
Scythe and hour-glaſs in his hands. 


See the black ſteed wildly rear 
Sparkling ſtreams of horrid light 

From his ſnorting noſtrils glare, 

Down he finks to endleſs night.— 
On the breeze loud ſhrieks are borne, 

.  Groan the graves with boding breath; 

_Lenore's heart by. tortures torn , | 

Vibrates now 'tween life and death. 


i 


— — 


Hand and hand in fatal ring 
By the pale moon's fading ray, 
Demons round them dance, and fing, 5 I 
Howling forth this dreadful lay.— | 
„Patient bear th' heart-rending blaſt, 
Wage not impious war with Heaven, 
Here on earth thy days are paſt. | | _ 
Mercy to thy ſoul be given ““ Axa | 
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* An, William ! art 3 falle or dead 7. | 
Cried Leonora from her bed; 

I dreamt thou'dſt ne'er return,” 
William had fought in Frederick's hoſt 


25 At Prague, but what his fate —if loſt 


Or ſafe, ſhe could not learn. 


. Hangaria's Queen, and prullia 8 king, | 


Wearied, at length, with blckeriog , 


Relolv'd to end the firife; - 
And homewards, then, their ſeparate routs 


The armies took, with ſongs and ſhouts, 


Wu n „ and fiſe. uw 


5 * deck'd with ad they EPS along, 

From ev'ry door, the old and young 

Roſh'd forth the troops to greet. 

„Thank God,” each child and parent cry d, 

And „welcome, welcome, many a bride, 5 
* friends long * meet. 
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They joy'd, poor Leonora griey'd: - TY 1 
No kiſs [he gave, no kiſs receiv dd... 
Of William none could tell. „ 


She wrung her hands, and tore her hair, 
Till left alone, in deep deſpair, 
Bereft of ſenſe ſhe fell. 


Swift to her ald her mother came, n 


„Ah! ſay,” ſhe cried, in merey's name, i 


„What means this frantic grief?“ 
« Mother, tis paſt—all hopes are fled,. x 
God bath no merey, William's dead, 
My woe is palt relief. 


„Pardon, 0 FRET I Lord WET 8 


My child, with pray'rs invoke ks ove, 
TH Almighty, never mi. on 247 3 5d 


„O, mother! tat alles. 2 ee 


Can he be anxious for my fate, 91 9 A 2 Dos 
e never heard my 9 „ 1 


«Be patient, «hid, in God believe, 2841;01 gan; 


The gootl he-can and Wh 64 rx Hi du 
To truſt his power endeavour: 


40, mother! mother! all is rain, 5 0 nN 


What truſt can bring to life agi: 
- The paſt, is/paſt for ever.” | of 
g 5 des 4 ö . | : 
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„Who knows, but that he yet ſurvives; 
Perchance, far off from hence he lives, 
And thinks no more of you. 
Forget, forget, the faithleſs youth, 
Away with grief, your ſorrow ſooth, 
Since William proves untrue.” 


„Mother, all hope bas fled my mind, 

The paſt, is paſt, our God's unkind; 
Why did he give me breath? 
Oh! that this bated loathſome light 
Would fade for ever from my fight, 

- Come, death, come, welcome death!” 
0 Indulgent Father, ſpare my child, 

Her agony hath made her wild, 
She knows not what ſhe does, 


- Daughter, forget thy earthly love, 


Look up to him who reigns above, 
Where joys ſucceed to woes,” 


95 Mother, What now are joys to me? 


With William; Hell 'a Heaven could be; 


Without bim, Heaven a Hell, 
Fade, fade away, thou hated light, 
Death, bear me hence to endleſs aight, 
A Oe all Es farewell.“ | 


By STANLEY. 


Thus raſhly, Leonora trove . 
To doubt the truth of heavenly love: 

She wept and beat her breaſt | 
She pray'd for death, until the moon + 
With all the ſtars in Glence ſhone, 

And ſooth'd the world to reſt. 


When, hark! IRE md adden wund! 
She hears a trampling o'er the ground, 
Some horſeman muſt be near! 0 
He tops, be rings. Hark! as the noiſe 
Dies ſoft away, a well-known voiee 
Thus greets her liſt'ning ear: 


«Wake, Leonora; —doſt thou ſleep, *' 7 » 
Or thoughtleſs laugh, or conſtant weep,” . | 

Is William welcome home? 1 
Dear William, you !—return'd had well! 

I've wak'd and wept—but why, ab! tell, 

So late—at night you come?“ 2 40 


At midnight only dare we roam. ; 
For thee from Prague, though late, I come.” NN 
« For mel ſtay here and ret; 

he wild winds whiſtle o'er the wake, 

ih, deareſt William! why ſuch haſte F445 

Firſt warm thee in my breaſt.” y 
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Let the winds whiſtle o'er the waſte, | 


My duty bids me be in baſte; - 1 Jy ot 


Quick, mount upon my ſteed: 

Let the winds whiſtle far and wide, 

Ere morn, two hundred leagues we'll ride, 
To reach our marriage bed.” | 


„What, William! for a bridal room, 
Travel to night ſo far from home? 

« Leonora, tis decreed. | 
Look round thee, Love, the moon a ſhines clear, 
The dead ride ſwiftly; never fear, 

We'll reach our marriage bed.” - 


„Ab, William! Whither wWould'ſt thou ſpeed? 
What! where! this diftant . bed ny 
« Leonora, no delay! 


Tiis far from hence, n hd and enall; 


Six planks, no more, compoſe it all; 
Our gueſts await, * ** 


She lightly on the HOY: 8 | 
And her white arms round William ſlung, 
Like to a lily wreath. „ 
2 [wifteft gallop off they 20, | ? 
The fiones and [parks around they nee * 
And pant the way for breatn. 


wi 4 1 


16 


egen STANLEY... 3 
The objects fly on every ade, i og eee 
The bridges thunder as they ca TRL IT ON -- 
« Art thou, my Love, afraid? Fl 
Death ſwiftly rides, the moon ſhines _ el 
The dead doth Leonora fear?” ' | 
„Ah, no!—wby name the dead?” 


Hark! as their rapid courſe they urge, 
A paſling bell, and folemn dirg ee 
Hoarſe ravens join the ſtraa sn. 
They ſee a coffin on a bier, | 
A prieft and mourners too appear, 
Slow moving ern e 


f And ſad was | heard the funeral lay: 1 
„What the: Lord gives, he takes aways 
Life's but a fleeting ſhade. | 0 


A tale that's told — a flower that falls; 's n 
Death, when the leaſt expected, calls, | 1 
And bears us to his bed.“ 21: ler ee 


2 Forbear nde William ery'd, 

«I carry home, a beauteous dige e e 
Come, te our marriage feaſt; | Why 

Mourners, away, we want your ſongs 2 FE 

And as we ſwiftly haſte along, | 
Give us your blelling, prieſt.“ 


- - - — 
4 4 
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« Sing on, that life is like a ſhade, 

A tale that's told, or flowers which fade; 
Such ſtrains will yield delight. | 

And, when we to our chamber go, 

+ Burry your dead, with wail and woe; 

The ſervice. ſuits the night.“ 


While William ſpeaks, they filent ſtand, 
Then run obedient to command. 
But, on with furious bound, 
The foaming courſer forward flew, 
Fire and ſtones his heels purſue, - | 


Like whirlwinds * around. | 


mo” 


On right and left, on left and right, 
Trees, hills, and towns flew paſt their 6ght, 
As on they breathleſs preft: _ | 
« With the bright moon, like death we ſpeed, 
Doth Leonora fear the dead?“ 
«Ah! leave the dead at reſt,” 


Bekold, where in the moon's pale beam, 
As wheels and gibbets faintly gleam, 1 
Juoin'd hand in hand, a crowd ne 1 
Of imps and ſpectres hover nigh, | 


Or round a waſted wretch they fy, "$2 8 
When William calls aloud: 77 % $96 


BY STANLEY. 


« Hither, ye airy rabble, come, 
And follow till I reach my home; 
We want a marriage dance,” 
As when the leaves on wither'd trees, - 
Are rufiled by an eddying breeze, 
The muttering ſprites. advance. 


But ſoon with hurried Reps, the crew. 

Ruſh'd prattling on, for William flew 
Claſp'd by. the frighted fair: | 

Swifter than ſhafts, or than the wind, 

While truck from earth, fire flaſh'd behind, 
Like n * the air. 


Not only flew the landſcape bj, 
The clouds: and ſtars appear'd to fly, 
« Thus over hills and heath 
We ride like death; ſay, lovely at 
By moon- light doſt thou fear the dead?“ 
« Ah! ſpeak no more of death.. 


«The cock hath crow'd.—Away! away! 
The ſand ebbs out: I ſcent the day. 
On! on! away from here! - 
Soon muſt our deftin'd courſe be run, 
The dead ride ſwift — tis done, 
The 3 pou is near. | 


— ——— — 
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High grated iron doors, in vain, _ 
- Barr'd their way.—With looſened rein 
Whpil'ſt William urg'd the feed, 

He firuck the bolts ;— they open flew, 
A church yard drear appear'd in views _ 
. Their path was o'er the dead. 


As now, half veil'd by clouds, the moon 
With feebler ray, o'er objects ſhone, 
Where tomb-ſtones faint appear, 
A grave new dug arrefis the pair, 
Cry'd William, and embrac'd the fair, 
„Our marriage bed is here.“ 


- Scarce had "® 3 when, dire to tell, 

His fleſh like touchwood from him fell, 
His eyes forſook his head. 

A ſkull, and naked bones alone, 

Supply the place of William gone, 

_ "Twas Death that claſp'd the maid, 


Wild, ſnorting fire, the courſer rear'd, 
As wrapp'd in [moke he diſappear'd 
Poor Leonora fell; 
The hideous ſpectres hover round, | 
Deep groans [he hears from under ground, 
And fiends — from bell. * 5 


They ee and ery, in dreadful howl, 

« She aſks no mercy for her ſoul; © 
Her earthly courſe is done, 

When mortals, raſh and impious, dare 

Contend with God, and court deſpair, 
We claim them as our own.“ | 


« Yet, thus was heard, in milder firains, 
Call on the Lord, while life remains, 
Unite your heart to his; 2 
When Man repents and is reſign'd, 
God loves to ſooth his ſuff'ring mind, 
And grant him future bliſs.“ 


„We claim as our's who impious dare, 
Contend with God, and court deſpair * oF 
Again the ſpectres cry'd. h | 
„Fate threats in vain, when man's at's; 
God loves to ſooth the ſuff ring mind; © © © 
The gentler voice ts 98 ade $9054 
Leonora, e eber bor ſenſe was gone, 4 
Thus faint exclaim'd ,—* Thy will be done, So. 

Lord, let thy anger ceaſe,” 25 
Soft on the wind was born the pray'r ; BY 
The ſpectres vaniſh'd into air, 
And all was huſh'd in peace. 
ö be 
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Now redd'ning tints the ſkies adorn, 

And freaks of gold proclaim the morn ; 
The night is chas'd away. 

The ſun aſcends, new warmth he gives, 

New hope, new joy, all nature lives, 
And hails the glorious day. | 


No more are dreadful phantoms near; 

Love, and his ſmiling train, appear, 
They cull each ſweeteſt flow'r, 

' To ſcatter o'er the path of youth, | 

To deck the bridal bed, when Truth 
And Beauty own their pow'r, 


Ah, PEEP your pow'r avert the blaſt * 

Which threatens Bliſs! —could paltion lah! ao? 
Ye dear enchanters tell, FT 

What purer joy could Heaven befiow.,. 

Than when with ſhar'd affection's glow 
Our panting boſoms ſwell? 


Sweet ſpirits! wave the airy Wand, 
Two faithful hearts your care. demand; | | 
Lo! bounding o'er the plain, 41 „1 
Led by your charm, à youth return; 
With hope his breaſt impatient burn; 
Hope is not always vain. e 22 Hs bn K 


-- 


BY STANLEY, | | 45 
= EE EEE — 
« Wake, Leonora!—wake to Love! | 
For thee his choiceft wreath he wove; 
Death vainly aim'd his dart.” 
The paſt was all a dream; ſhe woke— . - 
He lives ;—'twas William's Self who pon, 
And * her to his heart. 
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In drey Engliſchen Überſetzungen, 
nebſt dem 


-  Deutſ<en Original⸗Texte. 


— ä 
ien . 
Bey R. Sammer, Buchhaͤndler. 
1798. 
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Vorbericht. 


— "RY beliebte Ballade, Lenore, hat unten 
den Gelehrten in England in Überſetzungen ſo 
viel Wetteiferer gefunden, daß es wirklich der 
deutſchen Litteratur zur Ehre gereichen muß. 
Die folgenden drey Überſetzungen zeichnen ſich 
unter mehrern andern vorzuͤglich aus. Es ſcheint, 
daß endlich die Englaͤnder ihr altes Vorurtheil, 
welches fie ſo lange wider die Deutſchen heg⸗ 
ten, indem ſie ihnen das Genie abſprachen, ab⸗ 
legen “. Die drey folgenden Überſetzungen ſind 
bare gut gerathen, und dem deutſchen Ori⸗ 


* Zum Beweiſe will ich nur folgende Anekbote anfiihs | 
ren. Als Dr. Händel, der berühmte deutſche Tonkünſtler 
in Dublin ein Concert aufführen wollte, und dazu einiger 
Sänger benothiget war; ſo ging er zum Dechant Swift 
um ſich von ihm einige Chorſanger auszubitten. Handel 
ließ ſich bey dem Dechant melden, und ſandte ihm durch 
deſſen Bedienten ſeinen Namen ein. Swift fragte ſeinen 
Bedienten, wer dieſer Händel wäre? Der Bediente ſagte 
ihm, daß Händel ein Deutſcher und das größte Genie 
in der Muſik wäre. Was? ſagte Swift, ein Deutſcher ein 
Genie ? Laß ihn herauf kommen. 


6 
— p __—O_q— __—____y_— 
ginale fo ziemlich ganz treu geblieben; nur Stan- 
ley nahm beym Schluſſe der Ballade einen An⸗ 
ſtand, wahrſcheinlich, weil ihm die frappante 
Kataſtrophe einiger Maßen mifffiel. Er gab der 
Ballade am Schluſſe eine ganz andere Wen⸗ 
dung; allein er würde beſſer gethan haben, wenn 


er dem Originale beym Schluſſe getreu geblie⸗ 


ben ware, indem ſelbe eben durch das Frap⸗ 
pante mehr gewinnt; auch iſt es der Moral der 
Ballade angemeſſener. Ich habe zu dieſem Ende 
ebenfalls den deutſchen Originaltert am Ende 
beygefügt, damit die Leſer ſogleich ſich Raths 
erhohlen koͤnnen. Ich ſchmeichle mir, daß dieſe 
gegenwartige kleine wohlfeile Ausgabe dem groͤß⸗ 


: ten Theile der Leſer willkommen ſeyn dürfte, 
indem ihnen die engliſchen Auflagen, welche, 


© theils in Folio oder Quarto mit der größten 
Pracht auf Velinpapier, und mit meiſterhaften 
Kupfern und Vignetten prangen, mehr Dukaten 
koſten würde, als ihnen die gegenwartige Aus- 
gabe auf Groſchen zu ſtehen kommt. Es wird 
übrigens für mich Belohnung genug ſeyn, wenn 
ich unter meinen Landsleuten, den Deutſchen, 
durch die Ausgabe verſchiedener engliſcher Wer⸗ 
ke die Lectire derſelben verbreiten helfe. Wien, 


im Auguſtmonde 758. 
N. Sammer. 
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Lenore fuhr um's Morgenroth 
Empor aus ſchweren Traͤumen: 
« Vift untreu, Wilhelm, oder todt? 
Wie lange willſt du ſaͤumen?“— 
Er war mit Konig Friedrichs Macht 
Gezogen in die Prager Schlacht, 
Und hatte nicht geſchrieben, 
Ob er geſund geblieben. 
Il 


Der Konig und die Kaiſerinn, 

Des langen Haders mide, 
Erweichten ihten harten Sinn, 

Und machten endlich Friede; | 
Und jedes Heer, mit Sing und Sang, 
Mit Paukenſchlag und Kling und Klang, 

Geſchmückt mit grünen Neiſern, 

Zog heim zu ſeinen Haͤuſern | 

E 
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EE und überall all uberall, 


Auf Wegen und auf Stegen, 
Sog Alt und Jung dem Jubelſchall 
Der Kommenden entgegen. 
Gottlob! rief Kind und Gattinn laut, 
Willkommen! manche frohe Braut. 
Ach! aber fiir Lenoren 
War Gruß und Kuß verloren. 


Sie frug den Zug wohl auf und ab, 
Und frug nach allen Nahmen; 
Doch keiner war, der Kundſchaft gab, 
Von allen, ſo da kamen. ng? 
Als nun das Heer vorüber war, 
Zerraufte fie ihr Rabenhaar, 
Und warf ſich hin zur Erde, | 
Mit whthiger Geberde.  _— 


Die Mutter lief wohl hin zu ihr :— 
Ach, daß ſich Gott erbarme! 


Du trautes Kind, was iſt mit dir? — 


Und ſchloß ſie in die Arme. — 
« O Mutter, Mutter! hin iſt hin! * © 
Nun fahre Welt und Alles hin! . 

Bey Gott iſt kein Erbarmen. 24 

O weh, o weh mir Armen! — 


| ; 51 

2— . 
„Hilf Gott, hilf! Sieh uns gnaͤdig an! 

Kind, beth' ein Vaterunſer! 

Was Gott thut, das iſt wohlgethan. 
SGBott, Gott erbarmt ſich unſer! — 

« O Mutter, Mutter! Eitler Wahn! 
Gott hat an mir nicht wohlgethan! 

Was half, was half mein Bethen? 

Nun iſt's nicht mehr vonnoͤthen. — 


“Hilf Gott, hilf! Wer den Vater kennt, 

Der weitz, er hilft den Kindern. 
Das hochgelobte Sakrament 

Wird deinen Jammer lindern.“ — 
O Mutter, Mutter! was mich brennt, 
Das lindert mir kein Sakrament! 
Kein Sakrament mag Leben 

Den Todten wiedergeben.“ — 


„Sbe⸗, Kind! bie n wenn der falſche Mann, 
Im fernen Ungerlande, 

Sich ſeines Glaubens abgethan, 
Zum neuen Ehebande? 

Laß fahren, Kind, ſein Herz dabin! 

Er hat es nimmermehr Gewinn! 
Wann Seel' und Leib ſich trennen, 
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Wird ihn ſein Meineid brennen -\/%,. 
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« O Mutter, Mutter! Hin iſt hin! 
| Verloren iſt verloren! 
Der Tod, der Jod iſt mein Gewinn! 
O war ich nie geboren! 
Liſch aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus! 
Stirb hin, ſtirb hin in Nacht und Graus! 
Bey Gott iſt kein Erbarmen. 
O weh, o weh mir Armen Po 


„Hilf Gott, hilf! Geh' nicht ins Gericht 
Mit deinem armen Kinde! 
Sie weiß nicht, was die Zunge ſpri<t; 
Behalt' ihr nicht die Sünde 
Ach, Kind, vergiß dein irdiſch Leid, 
Und denk' an Gott und Seligkeit! 
So wird doch deiner Seelen 
Der Bräutigam nicht fehlen. — 


« O Mutter! Was iſt Seligkeit? 
N O Mutter! Was iſt Hölle? 

Bey ihm, bey ihm iſt Seligkeit, 
Und ohne Wilhelm Holle! - 
Liſch aus, mein Licht, auf ewig aus 
Stirb hin, ſtirb hin in Nacht und Graus! 
Ohn ihn mag ich auf Erden, 

Mag dort nicht ſelig werden. —— — 
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So wiithete Verzweifelung | 
Ihr in Gehirn und Adern. 
Sie fuhr mit Gottes Vorſehung 
Vermeſſen fort zu hadern; 
Zerſchlug den Buſen, und zerrang 
Die Hand, bis Sonnenuntergang, 
Bis auf am Himmelsbogen 
Die goldnen Sterne zogen. 


Und außen, horch! ging's trap trap trap, „ 
Als wie von Roſſeshufen ; 
Und klirrend ſtieg ein Reiter ab, 
An des Gelaͤnders Stufen ; 
Und horch! und horch! den Pfortenring 
Ganz loſe, leiſe, flinglingling ! 
Dann kamen durch die Pforte, 
Vernehwlich dieſe Worte: 


« Holla, Holla! Thu auf mein Kind! 
Schlaͤfſt, Liebchen, oder wachſt du? 
Wie biſt noch gegen mich geſinnt ? 

Und weineſt oder lachſt du?“ — 
„Ach, Wilhelm, du ?— So ſpat bey Nacht?— 
Geweinet hab' ich und gewacht; 
Acach, großes Leid erlitten! 

Wo kommſt du hergeritten?”— 


Wir ſatteln nur um Mitternacht. ＋ 6 2 
Weit ritt ich her von Böhmen. 

Ich habe ſpaͤt mich aufgemacht, 
Und will dich mit mir nehmen. — 
„Ach, Wilhelm, erft herein geſchwind! 
Den Hagedorn durchſauſt der Wind, 

Herein, in meinen Armen, 
Herzliebſter, zu erwarmen! — 


„Laß ſauſen durch den Hagedorn, 
Laß ſauſen, Kind, laß ſauſen! 
Der Rappe ſcharrt, es klirrt der Sporn; 
Ich darf allhier nicht hauſen. 
Komm, {urze, ſpring' und ſchwinge dich 
Auf meinen Rappen hinter mic! 
Muß heut noch hundert Meilen 
Mit dir ins Brautbett' eilen.“ — 


„Ach! wollteſt hundert Meilen noch 
Mich heut ins Brauthett' tragen? 
Und horch! es brummt die Glocke noch, 
Die eilf ſchon angeſchlagen. — 
Sieh hin, ſieh her! der Mond ſcheint bel. 
Wir und die Todten reiten ſchnell. 
Ich bringe dich, zur Wette, 
Roch heut ins Hochzeitbette. — 
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„Sag' an, wo ift dein Kaͤmmerlein? | 
Wo? Wie dein Hochzeitbettchen? — 
“Weit, weit von hier — Still, kühl und klein! 
Sechs Bretter und zwey Brettchen“ — 
„Hat's Raum fur mich? — Für dich und mich! 
Komm, ſchuͤrze, ſpring* und ſchwinge * 
Die Hochzeitgaſte hoffen; . 
Die Kammer ſteht uns offen. 


Schoͤn Liebchen ſchürzte, ſprang und ſchwang 
Sich auf das Roß behende; . 
Wohl um den trauten Reiter {lang 
Sie ihre Lilienhandez; _ 
Und hurre hurre, hop hop hop! 
Ging's fort in ſanſendem Galopp, 
Daß Roß und Reiter ſchnoben, 
Und Kies und Funken ſtoben. 


Zur rechten und zur linken Hand, 
Vorbey vor ihren Blicken, 
Wie flogen Anger, Haid' und Land! 
Wie donnerten die Brücken! 
e Graut Liebchen auch? — Der Mond ſcheint bel 
Hurrah !-die Todten reiten ſchnell! 
Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten?“— 
Ach nein !—Doch laß die Todten! — 
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Was klang dort für Geſang und Klang? 88 
Was flatterten die Raben? 1 
Horch Glockenklang! horch Todtenſang : 
Laßt uns den Leib begraben!!! 
Und naher zog ein Leichenzug, 
Der Sarg und Todtenbahre trug. 
Das Lied war zu vergleichen 
Dem Unkenruf in Teichen. 


« Nach Mitternacht begrabt den Leib, 
Mit Klang und Sang und Klage! 
Jetzt führ ich heim mein junges Weib. 
Mit, mit zum Brautgelage 
Komm, Kiuſter, hier! Komm mit dem Chor, 
Und gurgle mir das Brautlied vor! 
Komm, Pfaff, und ſprich den Segen, 
Eh wir zu Bett' uns legen! — 


Still Klang aa * ** Bahre ne 


Gehorſam ſeinem Rufen, : 
Kam's, hurre hurre! nachgerannt, = | 
Hart hinter's Rappen Hufen. 


Und immer weiter, hop hop hop! - 

Ging's fort in ſauſendem Galopp, 
Daß Roß und Reiter ſchnoben, 
Und Kies und Funken ſtoben. 
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Wie flogen rechts, und flogen links, 

Gebirge, Baͤum' und Hecken! 
Wie flogen links, und rechts, und links 
Die Doͤrfer, Stadt' und Flecken! - 
Braut Liebchen auch? — Der Mond ſcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten {nell! 
Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten ? 
„Ach! Laß ſie ruhn, die Todten.“ — 


Sieh da! ſieh da! Am Hochgericht 
Tanzt' um des Rades Spindel, 
Halb ſichtbarlich bey Mondenlicht, 
Ein luftiges Geſindel.— 
Saſa! Geſindel, hier! Komm hier ! 
Geſindel, komm und folge mir! 
Tanz' uns den Hochzeitreigen, 
- Wann wir zu Bette ſteigen!“ — 


Und das Geſindel, huſch huſch huſch! 
Kam hinten nachgepraſſelt, 
Wie Wirbelwind am Haſelbuſch 
Durch dürre Blatter raſſelt. 
Und weiter, weiter, hop bop hop! 
Ging's fort in ſauſendem Galopp, 
Daß Roß und Reiter ſchnoben, 
Und Kies und Funken ſtoben. 
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Wie flog, was rund der Mond beſchen, TRY 
Wie flog es in die Ferne! | 
Wie flogen oben über hin 
Der Himmel und die Sterne!!! 
„ Graut Liebchen auch? — Der Mond ſcheint hell! 
Hurrah! die Todten reiten ſchnell!k 
Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten?“— 
O weh! Laß ruhn die n 


G 
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„Rapp'! Rapp'! Mich diinkt der Hahn ſchon ruft.— , 
Bald wird der Sand verrinnen— 

Rapp'! Rapp'! Ich wittre Morgenluft— 0 

Rapp'! Tummle dich von hinnen!— 0 


- Vollbracht, vollbracht iſt unſer Lauf! 
Das Hochzeitbette thut ſich auf! 

Die Todten reiten ſch nelle 

Wir find, wir find zur Stelle. —— — q 


| Raſch auf ein eiſern Gitterthor 2 
Ging's mit verhangtem Zügel. | 
Mit ſchwanker Gert' ein Schlag davor « 


Zerſprengte Schloß und Riegel. 10 
Die Flügel flogen klierend auf 
Und über Graber ging der Lauf. 
Es blinkten Leichenſteine 
Rund um im Mondenſcheine. 
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= | Ha fieh! Ha ſieh! im Augenblick, 


Huhu! ein griflih Wunder! 
Des Reiters Koller, Stück für Stück, 
Fiel ab, wie mürber Zunder. 
Zum Schidel, ohne Zopf und Schopf, 
Zum nackten Schaͤdel ward ſein Kopf; 
Sein Korper zum Gerippe, 
Mit Stundenglas und Hippe. 


Hoch baumte ſich, wild ſchnob der Rapp”, 
Und ſprühte Feuer funken; 
Und hui! war's unter ihr hinab 
Verſchwunden und verſunken. 
Geheul! Geheul aus hoher Luft, 
Gewinſel kam aus tiefer Gruft. 
Lenorens Herz, mit Beben, 
Rang zwiſchen Tod und Leben. 


Nun tanzten wohl hey Mondenglanz , 
Rund um herum im Kreiſe, 
Die Geiſter einen Kettentanz, 
Und heulten dieſe Weiſe: 
„Geduld! Geduld! Wenn's Herz auch bricht! 
«« Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nicht! 
„Des Leibes biſt du ledig; 5 
« Gott ſey der Seele gnaͤdig!“ 


